
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
IN MAINE 

THE PILGRIMAGE 

At Lewiston, I went to the bridge. 

I went to the bridge to linger there. 

I wanted to look once more at the Androscoggin. 

I wanted to watch its plunge between the cities. 

As conquering hordes would appear through a breach in the 

ramparts of a town, 
so the Androscoggin appears through a break in the pines 

at the crest of its falls. 
As the conquering hordes would plunge from the ramparts 

to the streets, 
so the river plunges to its lower channel. 
It is mighty. 
It is august. 

Nothing is changed. 

There, as ever, are the mills that rise from the waters — 

the old brick mills that were there when I was a child, 

and that, by the light of the moon, seemed castles of old days. 

They are not changed. 

There, as ever, at the crest of the falls, are the ancient pines, 

black, scraggy, that loom against the northern skies. 
They are not changed. 



Nothing is changed. 
The greater falls, 
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amber and white, 

silky, voluptuous, majestic, resplendent, 

descend about the enormous boulders, 

which, if viewed from the western shores, 

form the face of the aged man. 

The floods, just now, are mischievous. 

On the brow of the aged man 

they have placed a slab of ice — 

a dunce-cap on the head of a scowling sage. 

The sounding tons pour pompously to the lower basin. 

From the basin, 

scrolls of foam — 

amber and white — 

sweep down the river. 

Nothing is changed. 

The western cataract, tortuous, precipitous, vicious, furious, 

darts away from the greater falls, 

and, like a python striking from above, 

lunges through the sluiceway of jagged boulders. 

In the lower basin 

it thunders wildly. 

Writhing, lashing, 

the deafening tons — 

amber and white — 

burst, as ever, into rolling mist that rises higher than houses. 

Do the columbines still grow by the western cataract? 
They used to cling to the rocks by the lunging waters, 
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and there they nodded in the spray. 
There I used to go for sanctuary. 
I craved the holy silence of the din. 



THE LAST TABLEAU 

It is October. Let us go. 
This is the grand finale. 
Let us not wait for the curtain. 
I am tired of curtains. 

Look. The passions of the world are posing, 
and Atropos is stepping to the stage. 

Look. The gaudy mountains are vain. 

They are using the lake as a mirror. 

They are peroxide Amazons searching for wrinkles. 

Look. The stagehands are already setting the stage for an- 
other show. 
They are bearing the pumpkins from the fields, 
and are pulling down the stacks of beans. 
They are ploughing the fields. 
They are closing their doors. 
Glance at the gorgeous stage once more. 
Then let us turn away. 

Look. There is a mountainside of yellow maples, 
and another mountainside of maples that are crimson. 
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